The Ht&orie of 

Hot. That Roan lhal be my throne. WellJ wil back him 
ftraight. Ejferance, bid Butler lead him forth into the parke 
Lady, But heare you my Lord. 

Hot. What faiell thou my Lady j 
La. What is itcarnes you away i 
Hot. Why, my horfe(my louejmy horfe. 

La. Out you mad-headed ape,aweazel hath not fuch a dcale 
oflpleene,as you are toft with. In faith jle know your bulines 
Harry, that J wiLl fcare,my brother Mortimer doth ft ir about 
his title, & hath lent for you to line his enter prife, but ifyou 
Hot. So tar a foot, 1 dial be weary, loue. fn 0 

£<*,Com,come,you Paraquito.anfwer rue dire<ftly,vntcthis 
queftion that I iha). aske ; in faith lie breake thy littlefineer 
Harry, and it thou wilt not tellme all things true. 

Hot. Away,awayyoutrifler,loue;l louetheenot, 

I care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
To play w ith mammets,andtotilt with lips. 

We inuft haue bloudy notes, and crackt crownes, 

^nd patfe them currant too : gods me my horte, 

Whatfaift thou /T<?:e,whatwouldft thou haue with ms? 

f J D ° you not Jouc me ' do.you not indeed? 

Wei doe not then? for fince you loue me nor, 

1 will nor loue my fclfe.Doeyou not loue me? 

Nay,telt me, if you tpeakeinieaft,or no? 

Lome wilt thou tee me ride? 

7® d when 1 am a ho.fe-backejwdifweare, 

Iloue thee infinitly.But harke you Kate, 

«x?u . n °£ haue > ou henceforth, quell ion me?. 

Whither I go : nor reaton were about. 

Whither I mu ft, I mult : and to conclude, 
ix eueningmuft I leaue you gentle Kate. 

I know you wife, butyct no farther with. 

Then Harry <]> ircJes W| f e . Conftant youare. 

But yet a woman* and for fecrecie* 

Lady clofer* for 1 willbelecue. 

Thou wi't nomrer what thou doeft not know: 

Andiofarwilltuftthec, gentled 

1#* How, Cq far? 

ms* 



Henry the Fourth. 

Hot. Notan inchfurther; but harke you Kate 
Whither I go, thitner thill you goetoo: 

To day will Ifet forward, to morrow you: 

VViH this content you Kate ! 

£a. It muft of force. Exeunt. 

Enter ‘Prince a^dToynes. 

Tnnce. iVW,prethce come out ot that fat roomc, and lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poynes* Where 1 .aft becne Hall ? 

Prm. With tlirte or toure Logger-heads.amongft three or 
foure-fcore Hogs-heads.l haue founded thevery bate firing 
of Humilitie.Sin a,l am tworne brother to a lealh ot Draw ers 
and can call them all by their Chrittian names, as Tont.Dtckj 
and Francis : they take it already vpon their faluation, that 
though 1 be Piinceo {Wales, yet 1 am the king of Curtefie , & 
tell me flatly, I am not proud Iacke like Faiftaffe ; buta Corin- 
thian, alad of mettall,a good Boy (by the Lordfo they cal me) 
and when I am king of England, 1 lhallcommand al the good 
lads in Faftcheap. They call drinking deepe.dying Scarlet; & 
vvhenyou breath in your watring,they cry hem,andbidyou 
play it off. To conclude, I am fo good a proficient in one 
quarter of an houre,thatIcandrinke with any Tinker in his 
ownelanguage during my life. 1 will tell thee 7VW,thou haft 
loft much honor, that thou wert not with mein this aftion: 
but fweet Ncdt o fweeten which name of Ned, I giuc thee this 
penniworthof Sugar , clapt euen now into my hand by an 
vnderskinker, one that neuerfpake other Englifh in his life, 
then S. (hillings & 6.pence, 8cTou are -welcome, with thisflirill 
addition, Anon.anonfir , shore a pint ofBaflard in the Halfe moon, 
or fo. But Ned . to uriue away time till Faiftaffe come, J pre~ 
thee doe thou (land in fomeby-roome, while Iqueftion my 
puny Drawer, to whatend he gaue me the Sugar, & do neuer 
l-.-aue calling Francu , that his tale to me may be nothing but. 
An >n : lien aflde,and He fhew thee aprefent. 

Poines Francis, 

Prtnce. Thou art perfed. 

Poinet. Francis . 

Fran. Anon, anon fir$looke down into thePomgranct, Ralfe* 

D a Srmctt, 


